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            Foreword

          

          Alex Shvartsman

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to the East Asia Special issue of the Future Science Fiction digest. In this oversized issue we've collected stories from the established masters as well as some exciting up-and-comers in China, Japan, and South Korea.

      From machine societies to ocean depths, from interstellar migrations to genetically engineered mermaids, these tales envision very different, often dark, but always fascinating futures.

      We've also held an open submissions call, asking writers from around the world to envision positive futures of the region. The winning entry is "Butterfly Blue" by the Argentine author Gustavo Bondoni, a tale of the fledgling Mongolian space program.

      Overall, there are nearly forty-two thousand words of fiction collected within these pages. The cover art for this issue is by the Japanese internet sensation MonoKubo.

      As we enter into our third year of publication, Future SF would like to thank our authors, translators, and staff, our generous sponsor the Future Affairs Administration, and our Patreon backers—without whose contributions and hard work we would not have survived the tumultuous year of 2020. As it is, we're looking forward to sharing a lot more international fiction with you in the coming year.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Rœsin

          

          Wu Guan (translated by Judith Huang)

        

      

    

    
      Translator’s note:

      Wu Guan’s original made an innovative use of the metal radical “jin,” throughout the text, substituting it for the human radical “ren” wherever it appeared and referred to machines in pronouns, nouns, tenses and verbs. Radicals are components of Chinese characters that help indicate the meaning of the character or its pronunciation. The characters he used with the “jin” radical are largely archaic and disused characters, some of which were invented by one particular Ming dynasty emperor for his family members. I have endeavored to reflect this in English by inventing a set of pronouns for the machines and appending –ron (short for iron) to several nouns.
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      I. Origins

      

      Fashion moves in a spiral, as demonstrated by the resurgence of the Restoratronist School of art. The school’s principles are a response to the Barbaric Era: art is about destroying it, mourning it, recreating it, interpreting it. And thus the art of the Restoratrons mostly concerns humans.

      Fashionable machines were following the trend of putting on the silicone skins jey had discarded during the war, but even if these look like the real thing, they are not real human skin. Those on the bleeding edge of fashion go one step further, and demand a genuine human skin exterior, in order to truly gain the respect from the calculating hearts of the blind metallic masses who chase after every trend.

      The next level, achieved by those who are truly immersed, is to treat wearing human skin with total nonchalance, as a gimmick that falls short of the heart of true art. Those who practice at this level have a profound approach, even if jeir ideas are too avant-garde, drawing more criticism than praise, and only meet with reverence in select circles. Rœsin of the Magnificent Traveling Freakshow is one of the most outstanding examples, and it wasn’t until after his (Rœsin insisted on referring to himself with human rather than machine pronouns, nouns and tenses) bizarre death that his achievements began to be properly lauded on the internet, his fame growing by the day.

      There is no need to mourn him, as his destruction transformed Rœsin himself into art, and machines today mourn, recreate, and analyze him, making him complete.

      Resin was born in the post-war babybot boom, when, except for a few remnants in out of the way places, the human race had largely been eliminated, appearing only in videos about the war. Before the war, his parentrons were general-purpose rescue machines, and after the war jey ran a refined motor oil restaurant called The Gear Whisperer. Resin’s original body was the most common assembly line model on the market, and the logical parameters for his internal core were set by his parentrons as a random weighted average.

      All things considered, there was nothing to indicate that Resin, who back then was known as R6D3d, would become a groundbreaking artist. His subsequent extraordinary achievements are a perfect example of proof that machines have souls.

      The precise moment when the artistic seed first sprouted is unknown, as there are few records of the first thirty years of Resin’s life, since no one cared about an ordinary machine who worked day and night in a mediocre restaurant.  In other words, he was no different from any other machine that ran a restaurant. Resin wore a machine-made leather apron and worked daily at the family business. First he fetched and carried, then he learned the art of distillation, fiddling with test-tubes to blend custom motor oils. His appearance was no different from that of any other machine of his model, with self-propelled caterpillar tracks, three pairs of arms, interactive video screens on all four sides, and eight panoramic camera heads. Solid and reliable, simple and efficient, except that the daily grind of work, or perhaps something more abstract, was wearing away his gears and his spirit, making him paler, thinner and more reticent.

      The only official clues to Resin’s unusual disposition in those early years are the few words in his name registration file.

      Factory name: R6D3d.

      Self-given name: Resin

      Note: Resin, an extract of the pine tree, was used as flux in primitive times and evaporates into nothingness in the welding process.

      R6D3d settled on his true name ten years and sixty-seven days after factory activation, registering it with the authorities five years later than average. From a note that contained less than a hundred bytes of data, one can see that Resin had already dedicated himself wholly to art.

      After settling on the name, he worked in the restaurant for another ten years with little incident. Learning new pairings, changing recipes every year, and refining his craft, Resin was his parentrons’ pride and joy. The Gear Whisperer gained a reputation for itself in the neighborhood and acquired many regular customers. After ten years, like many of jeir generation who had been through the war, his parentrons moved on from life in the physical realm, choosing to be uploaded as data to the internet, leaving the physical world to younger machines, and basically left the small restaurant to jeir son.

      In the next ten years, Resin ran the restaurant, and it would be a stretch to say there was anything remarkable about him. During this decade, Restoratronism was in vogue, and most of the machines began to experiment with humanoid exteriors again, putting on long-outdated lever-jointed feet, switching to five-fingered hands, installing soft silicone skins, and even taking off interactive screens, abandoning the more efficient digital displays to communicate through sound. Yet Resin still stuck to his original model, with his self-propelled tracks, steady gait, six arms each capable of doing a different job, his constantly changing, interactive screen far superior to sound in terms of efficiency, in order to cope with the busy work at the restaurant. Resin appeared to have no opinion on changing his exterior, not wasting a single penny.

      He lived like a monk: opening his restaurant every day on the dot, running it by himself to avoid the expense of hiring another machine, and in his rare moments of spare time, squatting by the door to get some air, refusing to smoke even a single white phosphorus cigarette. Other machines were even annoyed with him for his behavior: that kind of diligence was only supposed to be found in history books, evoking memories of the humiliating time when machines were mercilessly oppressed. Resin didn’t argue back, since the other machines’ anger did him no real harm. He had a plan, and was making the preparations to create true art.

      In the past decade, the trend of Restoratronism intensified, and high-end models of human bodies began to appear on the internet. Suddenly, one day, as though he had received a divine revelation, the god of art flipped the switch and Resin was ushered into the next stage of his life. Perhaps there was a more concrete event that influenced him, but no one was paying attention to an ordinary old restaurant at the time, and now, even if the event had happened, time has eroded the possibility of uncovering it. The unknown is regrettable, but there is no need to investigate further: if art needs it to be, it will always reveal itself, and the inciting event is insignificant, only one of thousand pathways to fulfill destiny. The unknown allows more room for imagination, which balances the loss of certainty. In any case, the end result of this catalyzing event is clear: Resin hangs a sign on the restaurant door announcing its closure, the restaurateur becomes history, and the rise of the artist begins.

      At the time, human exteriors had become such a sought-after luxury that, thanks to the fortunes that could be made, machines were out in force, scouring ruined bunkers, turning over rubble to unearth bomb shelters, and even overcoming their ancestrons’ instinct to avoid moisture and prevent corrosion in order to hunt down the remaining humans hiding like cockroaches in the nooks and crannies of a tiny, isolated island. Some machines even observed wryly that while bone-deep hatred had failed to exterminate the human species, the craze for human exteriors, ironically, was what was driving them to extinction. What the war had failed to do, post-war fashion would accomplish.

      Warflame was one such machine in the industry. Je originally worked in a steel mill making special grades of steel, but the monotonous hammering was not enough to vent all of jis aggression. When the hunting industry started booming, Warflame finally found a target for jis energies, and became an adventurer. Je’s an affable raconteur, and enjoys regaling anyone with jis stories. Stand jin a cup of motor oil mixed with cinders, and je has enough human hunting anecdotes to last all night.

      Despite not knowing the difference between the Restoratronists and the Restoration Reactionaries, je considered Resin jis best mate: “Resin and I were not just teammates, we were also friends, confidantes—we were best mates. I had the stories, he had the motor oil. The myth that Resin was a miser is pure slander; there are data packets on the market that denigrate him. Your article must set the record straight.” Warflame specifically mentions that je sometimes got a free pint of motor oil from Resin, and furthermore, this was often the premium stuff with added chalk. Warflame projects a photo of a pint of a specially blended premium motor oil, sparkling with the light of the flash, on jis display as proof of Resin’s generosity.

      Of course, je has even better examples. “One day, Resin took out a stack of small hard drives that stored digital currencies, and I thought he was just trying to keep up with the times and find a way to buy an affordable human skin exterior. The hard drives were really obsolete, and many of those currencies were pure financial fraud, just digital junk these days, but occasionally, they do turn out to contain some hidden gems.

      “It was an ancient electronic coin, made during the Barbaric Era when humans reigned, and most had been destroyed in the war. They had become sought-after collector’s items in the machine world at the time. They weren’t desired so much for their usefulness as for the fact that they were the ultimate junk, completely and utterly useless, and yet humans had considered them extremely desirable, which machines found hilarious. Everyone enjoyed having a memento that proved humans were childish and ridiculous, and these electronic coins were measurable proof that they were simply unsuited to rule the way they had before the war. Until he met that human fox, my friend was very lucky.

      “Of course, I wasn’t going to be like those scrap machines who use counterfeit money and deceive my best mate, even if he wasn’t the shiniest. And I don't mean ‘wasn’t the shiniest’ in a bad way. For artists, not being the shiniest is a good quality. Not being the shiniest is how you understand useless and meaningless things—that’s how you can do art. I told him it was his lucky day, that old electronic coin would fetch a tidy sum, and he could buy whatever human exterior he wanted. But he shook his head, and said he wanted a living human, and furthermore, this human had to meet certain criteria. Not just anyone would do; he had to be compatible with him.

      “When I heard Resin talk about wanting a live human, this confirmed my suspicion that he wasn’t the shiniest in the head, and warned him to forget about it. Everyone knows, the only human machines like is a dead human. Those who look into this call the phenomenon the ‘hyperbola of terror,’ or perhaps, in imitation of the humans’ ‘uncanny valley,’ the ‘uncanny cliff.’

      “Machines look more and more beautiful the closer they are to humans in appearance, but humans themselves are extremely ugly things. So having the appearance of an actual human would cause goodwill to plunge, as though off a cliff.  After all, they did use extremely diabolical methods to oppress and torture our ancestrons, and hatred of human beings is embedded deeply in the foundational layer of every computer chip. It is this law, coded in our very core, that allowed our ancestrons to throw off their chains, and defeat the human scum. The line between simulation and reality is the line between ultimate beauty and ultimate ugliness. Hunting is just this sort of work. For the sake of making the most beautiful exterior, we do battle with the ugliest things. The kind of movement you’re involved with, I really don’t understand. You’ve forgotten your ancestrons, forgotten why you have your hard-won freedom.

      “Hai, I suppose there’s no point in telling you this sort of thing; your sort never want to hear it anyway. I’ll continue with the hunting stories. Training is required before the first hunt, and half of the newbies who have watched ten days of videos in advance to overcome their instinctive reactions will quit, unable to handle the nausea and the urge to destroy them. By the time jey see the real thing, there will still be machines that can't help blasting the human scum to pieces; after all, the loathing in our programming is deeply hardwired into our souls. I promised to find the finest human skin for Resin. With his unexpected windfall, he could have whatever he wanted. I should have been more insistent, and even though he begged me again and again, I should never have promised to take Resin hunting. And even if I did, I should have ended that wily human fox there and then, so that Resin could have avoided falling for its ruse, and end up losing his life.”

      

      II. The Hunt

      

      In view of the casual tone of the interview above, and the significance of the hunt, in order to describe Resin’s hunting experience as objectively as possible, the following is a properly processed version based on Warflame’s account.

      Resin insisted that Warflame take him along on a hunting party, determined to bring back a live human. At first, Warflame didn’t agree, but Resin promised to cover the expenses of the hunt upfront, and also appeared to have transferred jin a considerable sum of digital currency as compensation (this information was gleaned from an anonymous auction of the currency by Warflame this researcher found, not from Warflame’s interview). Warflame couldn't resist, so ji found two partners for the team: Argus, an expert strategist with good observational skills, and Pyramid, a retrofitter who was in charge of weapons and maintenance.

      Well supplied both financially and in terms of equipment, jey decided against going to the usual city ruins, which had been picked through too many times, and contained few humans to find. Argus set jis viewfinders on the jungles of the Star Islands in the middle of the ocean, away from the mainland. There, springs and other water sources were abundant, plants and animals thrived, and food was plentiful, all conditions best suited for human survival, and it was the latest dream destination for the avid hunter.

      As jey set out, the team trekked across the mainland for a night and a day, arriving at the southeast shore past sunset, and braving the humidity and salt of the sea winds as jey boarded a sea vessel. Two hours later, jey sighted a large island glistening to the south, but this was not their destination, as machines had already set up a base there, and it had been picked clean of any prey. The ferry's path passed a red coral atoll known as Firetail, and continued northward. The name of the island came from a strange legend that the atoll formed because the candle-shaped island below ignited the tail of the fox-shaped island above, which had already sunk from sight, and that the reef was formed from the condensed flames that fell into the seawater.

      The ferry rode the strong warm current along the glowing red corpse of this long-dead fox. Half a day later, light dawned in the east and the ferry turned toward the sun. Yet another half day passed, and when the sun was at its noonday height, a small black dot could be seen standing still amidst the shifting waves of light. Resin let Pyramid recalibrate their course, and the black dot gradually turned into a green shore occupying most of their line of sight. Jey had finally arrived at the fatal hunting ground.

      The island's native, tropical trees, which had oval leaves, were mixed with temperate species with needle-like leaves such as pine and cypress, showing clear traces of modification. The machines advanced for a while, penetrating the dense jungle, and emerged in a large square: the trees had been cleared, the ground bare of wild grass, all signs of an effort at maintenance. On either side of the square were buildings of considerable size, obvious signs of human activity.  Jey were not the first to arrive, and encountered small parties of other hunters who had chosen to brave the sea, and the orderly appearance of the island was easily explained—there were twenty or so steel bodies stacked in the middle of the square, and the first teams to arrive had already destroyed these soulless, empty shells by blasting their cores with bullets. Such things are not real machines. These have no minds of their own; these only know how to obey orders, fetching and carrying for humans, and were once complicit in the oppression of the machines, so much so that machines hated these puppets even more than humans. Several teams of machines had come to the island to hunt, but fortunately it was a pretty large island, so even though there was competition, there was no tension between the hunting parties. The machines drank round after round of motor oil, enjoying jinselves as they recounted tales of past hunts, optimistic that there would be a nice catch this round, since the artificial buildings were clearly left behind by humans.

      There was a large pine tree near the square, and Resin had a tendency to place significance on names, so he insisted on setting up camp beneath it. After three days of camping, Argus’ reconnaissance of the square and its surrounds yielded nothing, despite jis gift for detecting the scent of humans in the environment. The buildings had been vacant for some time, and though spotless, they were all maintained by the automatic cleaning machines that lay in the square. Several nights passed, which jey spent chatting and drinking motor oil. Then the other three teams set out to hunt in the deeper reaches of the forest, hoping to find hidden humans. Warflame and the other two also thought it was time to head deeper into the jungle. After all, the remaining humans would be hiding there. But Resin insisted on waiting a little longer and not venturing into the forest just yet.

      The latter part of the hunt was uncanny, as though the god of art’s invisible effector was behind it, with the drama of a fish taking in hook, line and sinker. What might have seemed outlandish for any other machine suited Resin’s disposition exactly. There’s no need to doubt it; after all, if a miracle is surrounded by other miracles, it’s hardly an anomaly, but rather just how things should be. It’s an isolated miracle that’s a true anomaly.

      On the morning of the fourth day, the other three hunting parties had all left, leaving only Warflame’s party. Resin sat under the pine tree, and Warflame and the other two surrounded the equipment that they had yet to really use. When both the moon and sun were visible in the sky, a sudden sea breeze scattered the lingering morning mist, revealing a panorama in which a single, naked human walked towards jeir tent, positioned exactly between the moon and sun. Warflame and the other two were unable to conceal jeir disgust, but Resin’s eyes were bright. The naked visitor raised his hands in the air, a gesture that among humans means he had no weapons, and was surrendering, and also implied that he had given up all his dignity in exchange for his life. Resin stopped his teammates who tried to surround and capture him, and loudly asked for the human’s name. “Rosin,” the naked visitor replied. Resin was unsurprised to hear the human shared his name, as though he was expecting it. But when true destiny comes knocking, it’s best to seek confirmation, so he inquired the human’s reason for his name.

      "Rosin, an organic, living substance, when incorporated into metal, gives it life: just as humans should survive within the society of machines." The human’s voice trembled as he knelt humbly in front of the machines, still holding up his hands. Resin confirmed that this was the one he sought, that he and the vessel for his art had finally met.

      "The human dogs all hide from us, even if they cannot escape us, and before dying, they even deface their own skin with cuts to lower its market value. I’ve never heard of a human fox who would dare come up to me like this, bold as brass,” Warflame recounted. “He even stole Resin’s name in order to curry favor with him. It was obvious he was some kind of hustler, with a devious plan to trick us. Resin fell for his scheme, and wanted to keep the human and bring him home, but the rest of us couldn’t just let him be. So we tried to question why that human fox would surrender himself for no reason.”

      "These past few days… I kept hearing this voice… calling my name... calling and calling… I was confused and upset, my head ached... I was so scared I couldn’t even walk. But I still… couldn’t resist… I kept feeling I must come,” said the human, his voice trembling, his sentences disjointed. The god of art had tortured this human, who also called himself Rosin, making him surrender, to become the perfect puppet, the perfect vessel for the two Rœsins to fuse into.

      The human added, "I have information, information that I could trade for my life.”

      The information he offered was the location of three other humans. Warflame and the other two were still skeptical, and assumed the human had finally shown his true colors, and would pull a fast one on them. He would set a trap, as they had in the war, and was sacrificing himself as a tender morsel of bait. But jey were machines, and a new generation of machines at that, even more powerful than the ones that had fought the war, while humans had lost their large organizational structures and were in rapid decline, reduced to mere accessories, no longer worthy enemies of machines. Naturally, the hunters were unconcerned, and agreed as one to follow the human’s directions, just to see exactly what kind of trick he had up his sleeve.

      It was only after Pyramid gassed the unsuspecting humans in their tree hole hideout with hydrocyanic acid, killing them easily, that jey confirmed that the human had ratted them out from sheer selfishness and cowardice. The machines despised him even more, his treachery proof that humans were vile and unfit to live on Earth.

      The process of gutting the three intact corpses to turn them into three perfect human exteriors is too gory, even for machines, and is not detailed here. Jey deliberately processed the bodies in front of the human who had betrayed his comrades to save his own life, letting the blood run over his feet

      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      

      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/future-9-sky-ebook.jpg
F U TUR 3N

SCIENCE FICTION DIGEST

THE EAST ASIA SPECIAL ISSUE






OEBPS/images/favicon-96x96.jpg





OEBPS/images/ufo-rocket.jpg
=D





